Spring 


I woke one morning in April to a storm. Rain fell on spring’s newborn flowers, and dark clouds 
cast everything a few shades greyer. The sun was no more than a pale spectre, shining vague light 
through the clouds. It was a bank holiday, so I had nothing to do. My life was solitary and quiet - 

I had no family, friends or girlfriend to speak of. Heading into the kitchen, I lit a cigarette and 
shook my head, as if I was trying to unstick my thoughts from one another. Last evening, as I lay 
in bed trying to fall asleep, a thick sludge had developed in my mind. This was accompanied by a 

strange dream. 


I had been sitting at a computer, its dim bluish haze the only source of light in the room. I was 
reading a wikipedia entry on the buddhist concept of annata. I slowly, painstakingly, took in every 
tiny detail, and once I had read the page in its entirety, I moved on to the next one. This process 
repeated on and on for years. As I read with rapt attention articles on Russian Orthodox monks, 
the journey of the Buddha and the divine sayings of Zarathustra, I grew older and older. My 
stubble turned to a beard, which turned grey and grew ever-longer. My skin became wrinkled and 
rough, my eyes milky. I must have spent fourty years in this trance. Finally, as I finished a page 
on some impossibly esoteric and occulted concept - for some reason I can’t remember its name - I 
suddenly felt complete. A divine proclamation resounded in my head, saying “It is done”. Then, 
as inexplicably as I had started, I simply stopped, got up, and walked. 


I walked through the darkness, the glowing light of the screen growing smaller and smaller, 
fainter and fainter, until I eventually came to a door. I tried it - it was locked - before reaching a 
hand into my eye socket, where there lay a key. Simple yet ornate, made of old metal. Now one- 

eyed, I unlocked the door and stepped through without a sound. 


I stood in a meadow, with the morning sun casting hazy rays of light through the mist, warming 
my face and illuminating my soul. For the first time, I noticed my clothes. I wore a white robe, 
humble and simple yet spotlessly clean. On the palm of my left hand was painted a red spiral. 
And around my neck was a string necklace with a single orange bead. I walked with silent feet 
through dewy grass. Pigeons cooed somewhere nearby, but I saw none. As I wandered on and on, 
my spirit felt lighter than ever before, almost to the point where I assumed I must have become 
somebody else. Eventually I came to a pond, and dipped my tired feet in the water. It felt ice-cold 
and refreshing, so I cupped some in my hands and drank. As soon as the water entered my mouth, 
a voice in my head made its presence known. It spoke in spirals, and knew more about me than 
myself. 


When the dream ended and I woke in darkness, the thick grey sludge had lifted. I felt perfectly 
still as I drifted off into sleep once again. This time, it was a deep, dreamless, sleep that wrapped 
me up tenderly in its cocoon. I was simply nothing. 


Coming back to the present, I saw my coffee had been sitting out for a while and took a sip. It 
was lukewarm. I took it with me anyway and stood on my balcony, watching the city wake. Little 
flowers of yellow, pink, blue, had recently risen for the spring, and they were arranged in the deep 

green grass in perfect harmony. The remnants of winter’s snow was melting away in quiet street 
corners. Songbirds battled to be heard over the rain, engines sputtered and radio sets hummed. 
And the little man in my head spoke in spirals. 


